
Ernest Rossier Stole a Watch
from Jeweler Bolizer

and Ran Away.
Finding That He Was Too Hotly

Pressed He Fired at His
Aged Pursuer.

His Revolver Was So Big That It
Took Both of the Little Fellow's

Hands to Fire It.

AIMED AT THE POLICEMAN, TOO.

But His Weapon Missed Fire That Time,
and He Was Speedily Made a Pris- "

oner.The Jeweler's Wound
Only a Scratch.

Ernest Rossier is four feet high and only
thirteen years old, but he was safely
lodged in a cell in the Vernon Avenue Sta¬

tion, Brooklyn, last night after stealing a

watch and using a revolver with such ef¬
fect that he nearly escaped.

It was nearly 10 o'clock when Adolph
Bolizer, an aged jeweler, began to close up
his store, at No. 1241 Myrtle avenue, for
the night. The Rossier boy entered the
store, and, puffing cigarette smoke into the
old man's face, said: "I want ter buy a

ticker, old Smoggins; trot 'em out an' let's
have a look."

THOUGHT IT WAS A BILL.

The boy fumbled a crisp piece of green
paper that looked like a bank note, and the
jeweller showed him a dozen silver and
nickel watches. After much careful com¬

parison the youngster picked out a hunting
case one in silver. Bolizer wanted $11.50
for it, but the boy said that he only had
"a tenner," and tried to beat the old man

down. Finally the Jeweller agreed to his
figure.
Suddenly Rossier threw upon the counter

the supposed $10 bill which was really an
imitation used in advertising an East Side
clothing house, of this city, and seizing
the watch ran out of the store, slamming
the door behind him. Old Bolizer wrung
his hands, tore the Imitation money into
shreds and then rushed out in hot pursuit,
yelling, "Stop thief!" at the top of his
voice.
The youngster with his short legs and

the long-legged old man tearing after him
was such a ludicrous sight that no one

joined the chase. At Suydam street and
Myrtle avenue Bolizer caught up to the
fleeing boy, who ran into a hallway and
pulled from his pocket a big revolver,
which he held in both of his small, grimy
hands. Then he fired pointblank at the
jeweller's venerable head.

BOLIZEIt FELL IN A HEAP.
With a shriek of terror, Bolizer fell in a

heap upon the sidewalk, and the little
highwayman sprang over his prostrate
foruj add sped away as fast as his very
shorf legs couid carry him. , 'd J
When the boy was well night out of

sight, the old jeweller discovered that the
blood had stopped flowing from the wound
in his head, which was only a scratch,
where the bullethad grazed it. Then he
got up and followed.
Meantime the child, with the smoking re¬

volver in one hand and the stolen watch in
the other, ran almost into the anas of Po¬
licemen O'Connor and Fagan, of the Thir¬
teenth Precinct, 'who completely blocked
his way at Broadway and Hart street.
With a hoarse cry of rage, the little fellow
threw the watch In the face of Officer
Fagan with such force that it cut the po¬liceman's cheek. Then, taking the pistolagain in both of his tiny hands, he fired it
directly at the heart of Officer O'Connor.
The pistol missed fire, and Fagan grabbedthe kicking boy in one hand and secured

the revolver with the other.
"Damn you!" shrieked the little prisoner,"if these cartridges weren't wet I'd have

bored you both full of holes." Bolzier then
came running up and told the story of the
watch, and ttie boy, fighting like a wildcat
and with almost miraculous strength, was
carried to the station house and locked up.He would tell the sergeant nothing more
than his name, and that he lives at Knick¬
erbocker and Myrtle avenues. He will be
arraigned this morning on a charge of rob¬
bery and attempted assault.

PROOF IN BLOOD SPOTS.
Boston Police Now Convinced That Ida

Quinlan Was the Murderer of Her
Sister Sophia.

Boston, Feb. 5..What medical men call
a scientific fact will now prove, the police
say, that Ida Quinlan killed her sister
Sophia Grant at No. 33 Brighton street
last Saturday night. This was confirmed
by the report of Professor Wood, of Har¬
vard College, who has examined the stained
dress taken from Ida on the morning of
her arrest, and which was received by the
police this afternoon.
"We afe now sure that we have a perfect

case against the Quinlan woman," said
a police official who has been conductingthe affair from the start. "A certain thinghas developed which has settled the ques¬
tion in our minds. We were practically
convinced when we arrested the woman
that we had the right party. Now we are
perfectly sure. The case could go to the
jury to-morrow for all we care. We have
the absolute proofs."
This official refused to state the exact

circumstances that led to his certainty. It
was learned, however, that the report of
Professor AVood was responsible for it.
There has been no question in the minds
of those who saw Ida Quinlan's skirt that
the stains upon it were blood. Professor
Wood's testimony on this point came only
as a matter of expert eviuenee.

It was freely admitted by the police to¬
day that Professor AVood had formally pro¬
nounced the spots upon the skirt to be
blood, and a careful examination of the
blood spots has proved conclusively that
they are what is called "spurted blood
spots;" that is, that they came directly
from the wounds of the victim, spurting
upon the dress of the suspected woman.
This could not have occurred had not Mrs.
Quinlan been at the side of Mrs. Grant
while the murdered woman was yet alive.
Medical Examiner Harris fixes the time

of Mrs. Grant's death at about 0:30 o'clock.
It was after 11 when Ida Quinlan claimed
that she came in with her boy, Johuny, and
found Sophia dead upon the floor. Had
she got. the blood on her skirt then it
would not have looked as it did. This fact,
supported by medical science, is the strong¬
est evidence the police have found against
Ida. They really need no confession.
Maggie Brenna, a young woman em¬

ployed at Cauley's liquor store, at No. 355
Main street, made a voluntary visit to
Police Headquarters this morning. Miss
Brenna is the betrothed of Daniel McLeod,
n brother of the murdered Sophia Grant,
and of Mrs Quinlan. the suspected mur¬
deress. It was she who told of the visits
of Ida to the liquor store on the night of
the murder. It was there that Ida drank
three glasses of porter, and it was there
she left her purchases about 8:30 o'clock.
Maggie's story was regarded by the police
as most important in that it fixed the
fact that Ida had been drinking consider¬
ably- ,i

HARLEM FLATS AFLAME.

Occupants of the Sorrento and Amalfi
Rushed Into the Street for

Their Lives.

Smoke pouring from the cellar transoms
beneath the store windows of the Harlem
Chair Company, at No. 24 West One Hun¬
dred and Twenty-fifth street, attracted the
attention of Policeman William A. Bailey,
of the East One Hundred and Twenty-
sixth Street Station, last evening, at about
7 o'clock. The Sorrento flats are In the
same building, and the bluecoat knew that
lives might be Imperilled. After turning in
an alarm he hurried back and began ring¬
ing the flat bells and blowing up the speak¬
ing tubes to warn the tenants. The occu¬
pants of the Amalfl flats next door were
also warned.
In a jiffy the tenants began to rush

wildly int the street. Then the plicemen
went to the apartments of the janitor,
Arthur Berg, in the rear of the cellar.
The roms were like an oven and tilling
with smoke, but Berg was asleep, blissfully
oblivious of danger. When awakened he
became greatly excited and had to be led
to the street by the officer. The flreman
had begun to arrive just as the policemangroped liis way into the street with Berg.Mrs. Berg, the wife of the janitor, who
had also been helped into the street, re¬
turned without the knowledge of th fire¬
men, to her apartments 011 her hands and
knees, to secure a pocketbook, which she
had forgotten. She had crawled under
the bed to get it, from its hiding placebeneath the mattress, when she fell un-
sconscious. A fireman found ber, and as
he was carrying her out her head was cut
by a piece of falling glass. She was re-
vived.
Most of the occupants had by this time

made their escape. Chief Short sent in a
second ami a third alarm in rapid suc¬
cession. Chief Duane responded with some
of the engines who answered these alarms.
As he and a friepd, who accompanied him
in his buggy, were dashing around the
corner at One Hundred and Twenty-fourth
street and Madison avenue, one of the
wheels of the vehicle came off, and both
men were thrown into the street. Theycontinued tlieir journey 011 foot.
A hose had to be taken into the cellar of

No 22, which was full of smoke, and Fire¬
men Wagner, Boese and Martin volunteered
to do the work. Two of them would come
Into the cellar, stay there for three min¬
utes, and then come out into the air. Two
others would then descend to take their
place, and so on. This continued until the
cellar became too hot to permit going in at
all.

, .While this was going on other firemen
made a tour of the building to see that
everybody had escaped. He found that
the Thomas family on the third floor of
No. 22 had become too excited to take care
of themselves. O'Neill assisted Thomas-,
the latter's wife and three children upthrough the scuttle and helped them out
that way. When the Thomases left their
room there remained within a dog and a
cat. Both were unconscious when the fire¬
men found them. He tucked them under
his arm and carried them into the strt"ot.where both animals soon revived and fieri
from the scene in opposite directions.
Besides those firemen already mentioned

who were almost suffocated by the smoke
were Fireman McSherry, of Truck No. 14;Dennis Ryer, of Engine Company I\o.
and Fireman, Walter, of Engine CompanyNo. 35. All the men were attended byDr. Ivingman B. Fage, of No. 70 East One
Hundred and Twentieth street. I
After working for more than three hours

the firemen managed to extinguish the
flames. The damage done by fire, smoke
and water is estimated at $100,000.

BYRNES AND MYERS HELD.
Coroner's Jury F inds the Evidence Suffi¬

cient to Connect Them with tho
Murder of Mrs. Tucker.

The inquest in the Mrs. Tucker murder
case was hold yesterday afternoon in the
court room in Yonkers, N. Y., before Coro¬
ner Miles and a jury- The most important
testimony was that of James T. Lillis,
one of the men supected of the crime, who
was arrested with Michael Byrnes and
Charles F. Myers.
Lillis said that he, Myers and Byrnes

were out cutting canes between Tuckahoe
and Scarsdale on Monday, January 27.
At 11 o'clock they separated, Lillis going

north and Byrnes and Myers south. Lillis
did not see the other two till they met
again at 4 o'clock near the place where
they began work ,and where they had left
their horse and wagon. After a time all
three drove away, not stopping till they
reached Williamsbridge, where Byrnes got
out and went into a saloon. The others
went home.
He continued: "While in the police sta¬

tion I received a note from Byrnes stating
that Captain Mangin had tried to compelhim (Byrnes) to turn State's evidence. I
sent back a note saying that he knew
if anv crime had been committed by him
I had no knowledge of It, and 1 toid Byrnes

to look out for himself. The prisoner who
conveyed the notes burned them."
The testimony of Myers and Byrnes was

essentially the same. The latter became
greatly confused when questioned about
the amount of money he had the nightbefore he was arrested. Myers contradicted
his former statements when questioned as
to where he and Byrnes had been duringthe afternoon that the murder was com-

Tlie jury returned a verdict that Mrs.
Tucker was choked to death by a person
or persons unknown, but declared that the
evidence was sufficient to hold Myersand Byrnes for the Grand Jury. Coroner
Miles held Lillis in $5,000 bail as a witness,
which was furnished.

Report of the Central Crosstown.
Albany, N. Y., Feb. 5..The report of the

Central Crosstown Railroad, of New York
City, for the quarter ended December 31
last, filed with the State Railroad Com¬
missioner to-day shows: Gross earningsfrom operation, $147,378; operating ex¬
penses, $102,676; other income, $1,163;Dxed charges, $25,544; net income, $20,221;cash on hand. $39,344; profit and loss (sur¬plus), $27,684. The net income for the
corresponding quarter of 1894 was $20,207.

DISCARDED SUITOR
THE LANG MYSTERY,

Butler, Who Was a Member
of Lang's West Point

Class, Suspected.
As a Cadet He Was Engaged to

Mrs^Lang Before She Met
the Lieutenant.

Miss Sloan's Extraordinary Interview
with a Military Man and His

Violent Conduct.

SEQUEL TO A ROMANCE OF CADETS.

Both of Them Loved the Daughter of
a Commissary Sergeant, and Lang

Won Her and Married Her on

His Graduation Day.
Lieutenant Clarence E. Lang, United States Army

rented a house in Glenham, a suburb of Fishkill, JVeic
York. Since January 13 the family has been subjected
to many indignities and annoyances, and Mrs. Lang and
Miss Sloan, a companion, have received threatening let
ters. Men have been seen about the place, peering in th
windows and stoning the house. Miss Sloane who is a

determined young ujoman, on Monday night ran out o
he house in pursuit of a man whom she saw looking at
her through the window, and firtd several shots from a-
revolver at him. The police of Fishkill have been unablee
to apprehend the author or authors of these outragetjMrs. Lang, utterly prostrated, was compelled to leave
her home andJoin her husband at Fort Warren, So}ith
Boston, last Week, leaving Miss Sloan, a youth named
William Steinberg, and, at 'night, Steinberg's age
father, to guard the house.

A light seems to break in on the Lang
mystery, revealing a romance of West
Point. From the statements of Elizabeth
Sloan and certain circumstantial evidence
it would appear that the person who has
been subjecting Lieutenant Lang and his
household to such unusual annoyances for
the past three weeks is none other than a
discarded suitor of the Lieutenant's charm¬
ing wife , the commissary's daughter.
The Lang mystery, as it is now known,

has caused unusual excitement in the
vicinity of Fishkill. All the amateur de¬
tectives in Dutchess County have been
trying for days to probe the matter to the
bottom. The local constable has called to
his aid false whiskers and gum shoes, and
the local Justice of the Peace has stalked
about the countryside looking darkly mys¬
terious and saturnine. But in spite of all
this the mystery refused to be probed
until yesterday, when the Journal made a
few discoveries which may clear away all
elements of a puzzling nature.
To properly understand the present con¬

dition of affairs in Glenham it will be nec¬
essary to go back two years to the day
when Cadet Clarence E. Lang met the
commissary sergeant's daughter, Mamie
Kunkel, and follow 'the course of events
to yesterday afternoon, when Elizabeth
Sloan barred the entrance of a handsome
stranger to the Lang home by exhibiting
to him the muzzle of a loaded revolver.

LANG'S FRIEND BUTLER.
To begin with, Clarence E. Lang is a

short man, with a determined face and
bowed legs, and he was appointed from one
of the Western States a cadet to the United
States Military Academy at West Point in
1890. Among his classmates was a young
Texan named Butler, and the Westerner and
Butler became warm friends. Their inti¬
macy.it was the intimacy of college chums
.continued until one day In November,
1893, when Butler took Lang to call upon
his fiance, the commissary's daughter.
Then the trouble began, and it does not ap¬
pear to have ended now, that more than
two years have passed. The commissary
sergeant at West Point is a stout little
Dutchman named Kunkel, who, at that time,
lived with his wife and eighteen-year-old
daughter, Mamie, in a cottage at Highland
Falls, a mile below the Academy. Miss
Kunkel was by all odds the prettiest girl at
the post. Many of the officers at the Point
were proud of the beauty of their daugh¬
ters, but the little Dutch non-commissioned
officer was the proudest of all the fathers in
the garrison. And he had the right to be,
for although Mamie Kunkel was only a slip
of a girl, she had big blue eyes, a rosy com¬
plexion, the grace of a gazelle and dark
brown hair.
Naturally, the young boys in gray found

it convenient to pass the sergeant's quar¬
ters frequently, and they generally saw
Mamie and her bosom friend. Kittle SeageV,
either at the window or seated on the
porch. Many of the cadets longed to stop
and talk, but the etiquette of the Point
forbade them becoming too friendly with
the daughter of a commissary sergeant, so
they passed on, regretfully.all save the
young Texan. He threw etiquette to the
winds, and, braving the censure of his fel¬
low-cadets, made love to the beauty of the
post.

Butler was bold, yet secretive in his love
THE INTRODUCTION.

Miss Elizabeth Sloan.
She has been a companion of Mrs. Lang, the wife of Lieutenant Lang, U. S. A.,

who has been subjected to extnordinary annoyances. The young woman has fired
several shots at peering faces, aril has discovered an explanation of the mystery.

affairs, and possibly when he introduced
his chum to Mamie Kunkel on that Novem¬
ber day of '93, Lang did not know that the
sapphire ring which sparkled from the
third finger of Mamie's left hand was an
emblem of betrothal, and that the donor
of the emblem was his classmate from
Texas. Whether he knew or not, he fell in
love, and, loving, he cared little for the
traditions and social laws of even stern old
West Point.
In January the commissary's daughter

went to her fiance and asked to be released
from her engagement. Presumably there
was a scene. It is certain that in two days

floor was a meal sack laden with silver¬
ware and jewelry worth $700. Young
Carey said yesterday that he was now
convinced that the crouching figure he saw
was that of a dummy, because he is con¬
fident the cap on the supposed burglar's
head was the property of Lieutenant Lang,
lie concluded by saying that both Mrs.
Lang and Miss Sloan are practical jokers.
Miss Sloan denied that she had any part
in the affair.
Three days later Lieutenant Lang came

on from Fort Warren in response to a
telegram from his wife, who had missed a
number of small articles. The lieutenant

.J , / lr

the sapphire was replaced by a diamond,
and all the Point knew that Cadet Lang
was going to drive a coach and four
through all the social laws governing the
Academy and marry a daughter of the
ranks.
Butler took no one into his confidence.

He never once spoke to his former chum
after the day of the Interview with Miss
Kunkel. It was noticed, however, that
he began paying violent court to her friend
Kittle Seagel, a pretty girl, whose father
is a mason and builder in New York, but
whose family resided a few doors below
the commissary's cottage at Highland
Falls.

BUTLER MARRIES MISS SEAGEL.
One day In the following April the entire

post, from the captain down to the young¬
est troop horse, was amazed t<> learn that
Butler had quietly, married Kitty. Such
an event was almost unprecedented in the
history of the Academy, for it carried1
with it the instant dismissal of the bride¬
groom, as the War Department has no
use for cadets with wives. T^ie marriage
was the nine days' gossip of the post.
Some said the sturdy, handsome young
Texan had married his wife from pique,
while others who got a good look at her
said she was pretty enough to cause any
fellow to leave the army. As for Mr. and
Mrs. Butler, they said nothing. The groom
got his discharge papers, and settled him¬
self down to domesticity in the home of
his father-in-law.
The next chapter In this military ro¬

mance opens on a bright June day.-the
day upon which the members of the Class
of '94, U. S. M. A. received their com¬

missions as second lieutenants. Cadet
Lang, who had become unpopular because
of his social misdemeanor in engaging him¬
self to the maiden he loved, had no sooner
become a second lieutenant in the regular
army than he proceeded to the cottage at
Highland Falls, and escorting Miss Kunkel
to the ferry, took her to Garrisons, across

the river, and brought her back to the
west bank of the Hudson an hour later,
no longer merely the daughter of a com¬

missary, but the wife of a commissioned

0lThis gave exclusive military circles an¬

other sensation, for only once before in
West Point's history had a second lieu¬
tenant had the temerity to wed on his
graduation day; and never before had one

been sufiiciently Impervious to criticism
as to marry his commissary's child. But
Lieutenant Lang and his bride were spared
the annoyance of scornful glances and
whispered insults, for his long leave came

with his commission, and he took his bride
away, and they travelled together in the
West and South, and knew nothing but
happiness.

LANG GETS A FURLOUGH.
Six months later the leave expired and

the young husband was sent to Fort War¬
ren, Boston. His. health, however, was

feeble, and in September of last year he
abtained a furlough on account of illness,
md in looking about for some quiet place
svhere he might regain his health, finally
selected the old Keane property, In Glen-
bam, a hamlet four miles northeast of
Fishkill. As luck would have It, this house
proves to be but five miles from the presentiome of ex-Cadet Butler and his wife. If
the lieutenant had settled in Kankakee 01

Uohoes it is likely that the Lang mystery
would never have been written.
It was on January 9 that Lieutenant

Lang employed to work about the place a

sixteen-year-old boy named I rank Carey,
'.he son of a mason of Gleuhain. The day
ifter the lieutenant was ordered to South
Boston for examination as to his physical
itness for the service. The household,
.herefore, consisted only of Mrs. Lang,
Jarey and Miss Elizabeth Sloan, a comely
roung woman of twenty-three years, who
lad been engaged by Mrs. Lang ostensibly
is caretaker, but in reality as a companion
!or the young wife.
The following night young Carey was

lent upstairs to Miss Sloan's room on an

¦rrand, and In a moment more he stag-
;ered down the stairs and fell fainting to
he floor. When he was revived he said
hat as he entered the room he saw a

nan crouching in a corner. With one hand
ie was shielding his face from view, and
ivith the other he was holding a large bag.

MISS SLOAN WENT UPSTAIRS.
Miss Sloan, whose courage appears to be

'ar above the ordinary, took a revolver and
jroceeded to her apartment. There she
saw no nittQi but in the middle of the

The Lang Home at Glenham.
This is the Isolated mansion which for three weeks past has ben the scene of the

most extraordinary annoyances and outrages, the authors of which, it is now believed,have at last been discovered.

accused Carey of the theft, and Carey final¬
ly produced the articles, but denied that he
had stolen them. He was discharged, and
then arrested, charged with petty larceny,
but Justice of the Peace G. B. Scofleld
suspended judgment.
Immediately thereafter the Lang house¬

hold had begun to be subjected to the most
extraordinary annoyances and alarms. Will¬
iam Steinberg, aged sixteen, was hired in
Carey's place, and his aged father engaged
to sleep in the house at night, after the
Rev. Mr. Strong had done so for one night.
At about 1 o'clock on the evening of Jan¬
uary 1 the two young women saw a tall
man, wearing a tattered overcoat, and
whose face was clean shaven, standing near

the house. Miss Sloan called to him.
"D.n you both!" replied the man, slouch¬
ing away.
Every night thereafter some annoyance

has been inflicted upon Mrs. Lang and her
companions in the Isolated old homestead
in Glenham. Boyish faces, the faces of
bearded men, and frequently the indistinct
outlines of a * handsome, smooth-shaven
countenance, have been seen flattened
against the window panes. Not only this,
but notes have been found in the morning
pushed under the doors in the front and
the rear of thje house. These notes have
always been of a threatening character, es¬
pecially directed against Lieutenant and
Mrs. Lang and Miss Sloan.

MISS SLOAN THREATENED. TOO.
In one of these letters, three of which

were printed and two written in boyish
chirography, the writer referred to a cer¬
tain Episcopal clergyman, of Brooklyn,
who is generally regarded as a suitor for
the steady hand of Miss Sloan. The writer
said Miss Sloan would do well to leave
the Langs If she ever expected to become
the bride of the clergyman. Miss Sloan
acknowledged yesterday amid blushes that
the clergyman certainly had been some¬
what attentive, and that Mrs. Lang had
teased her about it In the presence of
Carey.
Last Monday night Miss Sloan saw the

tall, beardless man peeping into the sitting
i;oom window, and grasping the 32-calibre
revolver which she always carries nowa¬

days, she fired at the face, but without
effect. On the Thursday evening previous
.the very day that Mrs. Lang, utterly
prostrated, had left Glenham to join her
husband at the fort.Miss Sloan had pur¬
sued the tall stranger into the barnyard
and had fired several shots at him, and
that same evening she had been awak¬
ened from her troubled sleep by the sound
of a fusillade of stones against the wooden
sides of the house.
But the strangest part of the story was

told yesterday by Miss Sloan with much
reluctance. These are her very words:
"On Saturday afternoon at 1:30 o'clock I

was seated in the dining-room, When sud¬
denly I saw a cutter, driven by a fashiona¬
bly dressed man, drive into the yard and
halt at the kitchen door. In response to
a summons I went to the door, and saw
before ine a man about five feet ten inches
in height, smooth face, prominent chin,
3ark eyes and hair, and remarkably white
even teeth. He wore a black derby, a dark
brown overcoat and driving gloves. The
gloves he did not remove. Turning down
his coat collar I saw in his cravat a pin
such as Lieutenant Lang often wears, and
which Mrs. Lang has told me was a West
E'oint pin, class of '94. The man, as he
spoke to me, was very much exfcited.
" 'Is Lang home?" he asked angrily.
" 'No,' I replied.

THE STRANGER'S THREATS.
" 'D lucky for him. You'd better get

out of here, too. I'll have you all arrested
and you'll all get a good, long term. I'm
in earnest,' and he stamped heavily on the
steps.
"Indignant and somewhat frightened,"

continued Miss Sloan, "I slammed the door
In the man's face, and shortly afterward
t saw him drive away.
"At 3:30 o'clock this afternoon," resumed

Miss Sloan, with some excitement, "I was
again sitting in the dining room, when I
saw the same cutter, drawn by the same

bay mare and driven by the same man,
?nter the yard. I was angry, and, grasp-
ng my revolver, I went to the back door,
prepared to resent intrusion or insult. The
man, who was dressed the same as on Sat-
jrday, alighted from the cutter as before.
[ held the pistol in my right hand, plainly
within the vision of my caller. He was

rery differential and courteous. Removing
lis hat and bowing, he said: 'Little wom¬

an, I have come to apologize for my lan¬
guage and actions of last Saturday. I was
intoxicated at the time, or I would never
have spoken to you as I djd. Pray, for¬
give me.'
"I looked him steadily In the face, for I

wanted to remember that countenance. The
most noticeable feature Is his teeth, which
are peculiarly white and even. I also no¬

ticed, as he stood uncovered, that his hair
was thick and dark and parted in the ipM-

die. My earnest gaze may have discon¬
certed him; at any rate he flushed and
said:

'I hope you will accept my apologv, for
really I am very sorry if you have* been
annoyed by all this, as no doubt you have.
By God!' he suddenly exclaimed, 'you
have grown thin and wan since you came
to live here/
"Then tears came Into his eyes," con¬

tinued Miss Sloan, "and he said, very
gently: 'I'm sincerely sorry, Miss Sioao
for my part in .this affair, and I assure vou
that you personally need have no further
fears, for I will neither harm nor annoy
you in the future.'

He paused for fully a minute. I never
felt so uncomfortable In my life. Suddenly
he drew off the glove of his right hand and
threw it upon the stoo£>.
" 'Lang's the man I'm after!' he shouted,

his face white with passion. 'Lang's the
man-Lang and that wife of his. God
help him if I catch him. Do you see
this?' he went on fiercely, as he extended
his ungloved right hand and pointed to a
ring on the little finger.

"WILL KNOW WHO HATES HIM."
"Well, tell Lang you sa;»_lhis, and he

will L-dow who hates him, and hates his
wife. Tell him you saw the class ring o'f
'04. the class 1 d- hkn.- As £c: y0'u.
I never meant to harm you. I simply
wanted to drive you away from the place."
" 'I'm not to be driven, sir,' I responded

as calmly as possible.
"He looked at me steadily for a full

minute. Then, turning, he picked up his
glove, and jumping into the cutter, hit the
mare a vicious blow with the whip, drove
rapidly away in the direction of Fishkill
anding, which is the road generally

taken by persons desiring to reach Low
lolnt, and it is at Low Point that ex-
Cadet Butler lives."
That Butler was In Fishkill and Mattea-

wan yesterday afternoon is vouched for by
a dozen persons. He called at the Hotel
Flannery,. which is at the landing, to see
his friend, John Flannery, the proprietor
Flannery was not in, but his clerk thus
described his appearance: Black hat, long
brown overcoat, driving gloves, dark trou-
sers and overshoes. He drove a little
brown mare, harnessed to a cutter.

Tell John that Butler called," he said
to the clerk.
The station agent, F. W. Underhlll- a

liveryman; Kitty Mason, a waitress at the
Hotel Flannery, and a dozen other resi¬
dents of the town who know Butler, all
saw him yesterday, and all describe him
exactly as Miss Sloan describes her visitor
of the afternoon.

"It must have been Butler," said Miss
Sloan, "and I believe that he got Frank
Carey to aid him in this business, because
it was Carey who handed Willie Steinberg
the first one of the mysterious letters.
There are others mixed up in it, too, but
It must be Butler who is at the bottom,.
or rather the head of the whole affair.

"I am going to Justice Scofleld the first
thing in the morning to ask for a warrant
of arrest for Frank Carey, and if be
doesn't issue one It will be a shame," con¬
cluded Miss Sloan, with spirit." "I've put
up with enough, I should think."
Mr. ( arey, !. rank's father, advanced a

no'vel, and not altogether chivolrous ex¬
planation of the matter yesterday. He
said that Miss Sloan had concocted the
scheme to get his boy into trouble.
"When my wife was alive," said Mr.

Carey, "Eliza (referring to Miss ETllzabeth
Sloan) came to my house and said she would
gladly become my second wife when my
wife died. Mrs. Carey was at that time in

vey feeble health, an4 I was so shocked at
Lliza that I forbade her to ever enter my
door again. Now she is getting her revenge
at the expense of my boy's reputation."
People who know Miss Sloan laugh at

Carey's statement. They say that a more
modest, womanly woman never lived, and
that her reputation Is secure against all as-
sa lilts.
Willie Steinberg created a sensation last

evening by breathlessly announcing that he
had seen Frank Carey board an eastbound
freight train of the New York & New Eng¬
land Railroad at G o'clock.

SALISBURY IS NOT IDLE.
Sends to Seattle fpr an Original Manuscript

of a Dutch Guiana Boundary
Report of 1781.

Seattle, Wash., Feb. 5..Purusuant to a

cablegram of this date from Lord Salis¬
bury, Charles H. Lugrin, of this city, for¬
warded to' England's Prime Minister the
original manuscript of a report made to
the British Government in 1781 by Great
Britain'^ Commissioner appointed to define
the boundaries of Dutch Guiana.
There are 400 pages In the report, con¬

taining a description of every settlement
in Dutch Gu ina now claimed by the Brit¬
ish in the matter of the Venezuelan boun¬
dary dispute.

All the original grantees of the British
Government are named.

KILLED SEVEN WITH
SEVEN BULLETS.

An Anarchist Murders Father,
Mother, Wife and Three

Small Children.

The Man Then Committed Suicide
by Firing a Bullet Into His

Own Brain.

RED FLAG BLAMED FOR THE CRIME.

Some of the Victims Were Killed Whila
Asleep and Others Seemed to Have

Struggled to Save Themselves.
No One Heard the Shots.

Chicago, Feb. 5..Richard Klnetke, an An¬
archist, during last night murdered his
father, mother, wife and three children,
shooting them while they slept, and then
killed himself. Seven bullets brought death
to the seven people.
The victims are:
Richard Klaetke, the murderer and

suicide, aged thirty-eight years.
John lvinetke, father of Richard, sev-

enty-three years.
Willielminea Klactke, mother of

Richard, seventy-one years.
lintherliie KJaetke, wife, thirty-six

years. *

>1 i ii a Klnetke, daughter, fourteen
years.
Anna Klaetke, daughter, ten years.
Emma Klaetke, daughterf seven years.
Richard Klaetke was a carpenter who lived

with his family at No. 207 Berteau avenue,
near Ravenswood, close to the western edge
of the city limits. With the exception of
Richard, the family lived apparently hap¬
pily. Klaetke belonged to the Carpenters'
Union, and he would not work over eight
hours a day and then only with union men.

He was often unemployed, the neighbors
saying he was unfortunate in not securing
work, the police that he was a loafer. Yet
the family was not In want, for the father
of Richard had a small Income, and Rich¬
ard's wife took In washing. But Klaetke
had listened to the teachings of Anarchists
until he became one of them.

THEY TOLD OF ANARCHY.
On the walls of the living room hang two

pictures. One represents the Goddess of
Liberty with a red flag, with men afcd
women also bearing the red badge of An¬
archy crowding to the base of the figure.
The other represents Governor Altgeld
pardoning the condemned Anarchists.
There is also a picture of Herr Johaun
Most.
Most of yesterday afternoon Richard was

In August Linster's saloon, No. 1777 North
Lincoln avenue. He drank some beer, but
did not appear to be intoxicated. At times
he was jocular and at others surly and
quarrelsome or despondent. His moods
changed rapidly. When despondent he
woeld place his hands on his head, lean
against the wall of the saloon and half
cry and half ask: "Do you believe there is
a God?"
At 6 o'clock in the evening he went

home to supper. About 8 o'clock he went
to the house of a neighbor, AdolphSchmidt, No 205 Berteau avenue. Here
he was toii. that his friend had secured
him a place to \T0rk on a building In
Bowftiansvllle, with Mr. S ' mid:. He re-
ruined home about 9:30 o'c.^vL an ap¬
parently happy frame of minu Thr.t
was the last time Klaetke or any ^

ber of the family was seen alive. Tue
first intimation of the terrible tragedy was
gained by Adolph Schmidt, when he celled
shortly after 7 o'clock this morning to
take Klaetke to work. Schmidt knocked at
the door, but got no response. He went
to a window and looked In. The little room
which served the purpose of kitchen, din¬
ing-room and parlor was deserted, and
no lire burned in the stove. Schmidt lis¬
tened, but could hear no sound.
Schmidt grew alainied, for the family

was usually astir early, and. being uaable
to get In through the door he opened the
window pane, and crawled Into the house.
On the bed In the room south of the kltch-
ep lay Mrs. Katherine Klaetke and her
youngest daughter, Emma. To all appear¬
ances both had been Instantly killed. The
wife was shot in the "temple, wellforward, and the wound in thechild's face was between the ear
and eye. About the heads of thesecloths were lightly bound, the knot beingat the top of the head, evidently tied bythe murderer, and supposed t6 have beenIntended for a gag in the event of an
outcry. They were evidently tied while
the couple were asleep. It was thoughtat first that chloroform had been uspd.but there were no eyidences to verify this.

THERE LAT THE PARENTS.
Entering the bedroom, which adjoins the

sitting room, Schmidt found the bodies of
the murderer's aged parents. The father
was shot In the left temple. The expression
on his face and the position of the body
were those of a person asleep. His wife,
Wllhelmlna, was shot between the eyes over
the bridge of the nose. Her hands were
clasped, her right arm was thrown over her
forehead, and her face was averted and
turned toward the wall. Apparently she
had awakened and attempted to ward off
the fatal- ball from the weapon.
Adjolutng this bedroom to the south was

a dark inner "bedroom, where Mina and
Anna «lept, Here, facing the door, half
stretched upon the floor, half leaningagalust-a trunk, lay the murderer. Besidehim was a. pool of blood, from a bullet
wound in his temple. A .38-calhbre bulldogrevolver, three chambers of which were
still loaded, lay by his side. On the bedlay the two pretty little girls, their faces
stained with blood. Mlna, the eider, hadbeen shot in the left Bide of the head, In
front of and just above the ear. Her sister,with a bullet wound in the left ear, lay close
by her left side. The younger one's head
was under the arm of her sister.
Trembling with fright, Schmidt ran fromthe.house, shrieking, "The Klaetkes havebeen murdered!" There was a rush ofneighbors to the house, while Schmidt con¬veyed the news of the tragedy to the police.They soon arrived, with two doctors, butthere was no need of medical attendance,for the family had evidently been dead sincebefore midnight.

NO ONE HEARD THE SHOTS.
Five empty cartridges were found In a

clothes closet. A cartridge box, contain¬
ing one cartridge, was found by the police
on the foot of the bed where lay the
bodies of Mina and Anna. The murdererhad evidently reloaded his revolver inthe closet, and then came back and killedeither one of his children or his mother,then shooting himself. Whether or not
Richard drugged any of the family is notknown, but there Is suspicion of this, as
a half pint bottle half full of whiskey
was found on the kitchen table under ii
cloth. The liquor had a sweet, pungentodor. This was taken by the police. One
of the most remarkable features about
the whole affair is that though there are
families living in houses on either side
of the Klaetke house, no one heard the
shots that were fired, nor had any one
heard the slightest disturbance during the
night.
Last Sunday Mrs. Klaetke told Mrs.

August Llnster tint her husband had been
acting strangely of late, and that she and
the children were becoming afraid of him.
Last evening he is said to have remarked:
"Well, life Is not worth living, anyway.

I am tired of It. and am glad it Is not for
long."
As one of his German neighbors entered

the house to-day he pointed to the plc:ure
of a red flag on the wall and said, "Too
much of that (lid this."
Klaetke is the third one who has killed

an entire family in Chicago in less than
a year On July 5 Fritz Hellman, a stone¬
mason, turned oil the gas and destroyed
the lives of himself. Ills wife and four
children, Fritz. Jr.; tda, Willie and Hed-
wlg. On January 14 Jens Hansen, alia*
Peter Haugaard, killed his family, co*
slstlng of wife and five children, wh
they ijlept and then committed suicide.


